GAMMA AND   DESDEMONA
Our golden grain, and runs to sea and makes it
Foam over all the fleeted wealth of kings,
And peoples, hear !
Who bringest plague and fever, whose quick flash
Smites the memorial pillar to the dust.
Who causes the safe earth to shake and gape,
And gulf and flatten in her closing chasm
Doomed cities, hear!
Whose lava-torrents blast and blacken a province
To a cinder, hear !
Whose water-cataracts find a realm and leave it
A waste of rock and ruin, hear !    I call thee
To make my marriage prosper to my wish."
In a letter to the author, Ellen Terry describes " The Cup" as a " great little play/' It certainly deserved the first of the adjectives as it was interpreted at the Lyceum, and it went some distance to justify George Eliot's opinion that Tennyson was, after all, a dramatist for the stage as well as the study. A play which draws crowded houses for over a hundred and twenty-five nights may fairly be considered a popular success. " The Cup" did not occupy more than an hour and a half in the playing, and during the first part of the run "The Cor-157